rsjgjjjgi^ 



TbeTxageetitef 

Whatpower the duke ofYorke had 1 ei*ed there, 

Therewith directions y torepairetoRaiienfpurgh, 

'’North. Haue you forgot the duke ox Htr(ord,boy i 
H.Ptr. No my good Lord for thafris not forgot 
Which ne’re I did remember.to my knowledge 

Jneuer mmyhfedidlookeonhiin. 

Nmhv T’henlearne to know lum now.this is the Dum 
H.Pex. My gratious Lord^tendcr youmy feruice. 

Such as it is, being Cei»fc8r > raw ) and young. 

Which eldtrdayes (hallripcn and conttrmc 
To more approued feruice anddefert; 

Hull. IthanketHee gentle- Pm/? ,and--be lure, 

Tcountmy felfe innodiingelfcfo happy. 

As in a foule remembring ray good mends t: ■ 

And asniy fortunerigensvv'ith thyl'ouc, 

It /hall be Hill lliy true loues recompcncej. 

My heart this couenant roakcs,my hand thus ; leales it. 

North. How farce is and what Ihirie . 

Heepes good ol&Yorke there with his . men warre. 

H.Pxk There ftandes the (2affie% yon tuftorttceSj , 

Mann’d with -dir ec hundred mentis i haue heard 
And in it are the Lprdes-of York? & ir K^)' ,and-0<)’wiw^ 

None elfeofnatne and noble eftimation-.i 

Nor, Here come the Lords of R»f< and Wtllou^hb^ , 

Bloady with fpurrmg-fb-'ry redwithhaftc . 

"Bui. Welcome my Lords, T'-votyour loue purfues 

A’b'anjfhttraitour.:allmy.treafi«-y ,L_" . 

Is" yet But vnfelt tharrfves^v vlvich more enricm, 

Shall be your loue and labours recompence. 

%'jh. Your prefence makes v s richmoftnoble Lord, 

WiR. And farre fumiountsourfebouttoattaine it. 

Hut. Lucrmore dianke’s theExchcquer of thef©ore*.. ; j 
Wliich till my infant fortune comes to y cares, 

Standes for my bounty :but vvha comes heere?. 

Nonh: It is my Lord ofBa, k^y as 1 £h ,cile ‘ 

Barkfley My Lord of HtrforJ.my meffage isto yotti ■- 
"Suit. My Lprd^myanfvverebto Lijiied/fr, 
^dIm€CBU^ - ' * ■ ■ ' £ 0< y 

'Z-O ■ 


ftiebtri (be Secettd. 

And I thuft findethat title in youtttongta, 

Before Imakereply to ought you fay. 

"Barke. Mrftakc me not my Lord, t ’isnot mymeanmg 
To race one title of your Honour out: 

To youmy Lord I-corne, what Lord you will. 

From the moftglorieus ofthis land, ' 

TheDukeof York?, to know what prickes you on, 
‘Totakeaduantage ofilie abfent time, • 

And fright ourndtiufcpeace with felfe-borneArmes? 

"Bui. Ifhall not need trartfport my words by you , 

•Heere comes his Grace in perfon : My noble Vnckle I 
Totke. Shew methy humble heart, andno&thy knee, 
Whofe duetyisdccciueable and falfe. 

"Bui. My gracious V nckle? 

Torkf. T ut,tut,gracemeno gracc,norvnclcleme«o vnc-» 


I am no Traitors vnckle:; and that word Grace 
■In an vngratious mouthjis butpropliane-: 


(kle. 


Why haue thofe banifkt and forbidden legs 
Darde once to touch a dull of England! ground? 

Butmore than why? Why haue they darde to march 
So manymyles vponher .peacefull bofome, 

Try ting lier pale-fkcde Villages with -Warrc, 

And ofientation of dcfpifecTArmrs? 
ComftthoubccaufetliannoyBtedKingishence? 

Why foolilhboy ,the Kingbleftibehind, 

And in my loyail bdfomclyesliMspower : 

Were! bur-now Lord of fuch hot youth. 

As whenbraue C^mt-thy fatherland thy fclfc, 

Refcucd the blackcFrincethat young Mars ofmen. 

From fborth the ranckes oftnany fhtnifandsFrench* 

O then how quickly Ihould this armeof mine. 

Now prifoner to the Paulfeyj chaftifethce, 

Andmmifter corrcAion toothy fault ! 

Bull. My gratiousVnckle,4et-mc know my fault, 

On what condition Hands it, and wherein? 

Yotkt- rEucn in condition^of the word degree, 

In grofle rebellion,- and deteftedtreafon i 
^Iwuartabaiuihtman, and heere-art cotn^ 

E a 13ef<*e 
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